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The Vanished Millionaire
ItPeace."No, Jackson," said

Continued from last issue
IE walked forward, following the

broad trail until wo came to a
circular patch of trodden snow.
Evidently the searchers had
stopped and stood talking n

the further side I saw the

soled myself with a book in the library
until half-pa- st ten, when I walked olf
to bed. A servant was switching off

the light in the hall when I mounted
the great staircase.

My room was in the old wing at the
further side of the picture gallery, and
I had some difficulty in steering my
way through the dark corridors. The
mystery that hung over the house had

gether.
footprints of a man plainly defined.
There were some half-doz- clear im-

pressions and they ended at the base of
the old wall, which was some six feet in shaken my nerves, and I remember

that 1 started at every creak of a boardheight
1 am glad to see that you and your and peered into the shadows as I passed

friends have left me something, Mr.

spector Peace, he did not indulge in

verbal speculations.
It was in the central hall that wo

encountered the secretary on his way
to the breakfast room. The man
looked nervous and depressed; he nod-

ded to us, and was paining on, when
Peace stopped him.

"Good morning, Mr. Harbord," he
said. "Can I have a word with you?

"Certainly, inspector. What is it?"
"I have a favor to ask. My assist-

ant and myself have our hands full
here. If necessary could you help us
by running up to London, and "

"For the day?" he interrupted.
"No. It may be an affair of three or

four days. "
"Then I must, refuse. I am sorry,

but"" Don't apologize, Mr. Harbord, " said
the little man, cheerfully. "I shall have
to find some one else that is all."

We walked into the breakfast room,
and a few minutes later Ransom ap-

peared with a great bundle of letters
and telegrams in his hand.

Hansom said not a word to any
of us, but dropped into a chair, tearing
open the envelopes and glancing at their
contents. His face grew darker lis
he read, and once he thumped his
hand upon the table with a crash that
set the china jingling.

"Well, inspector?" he said at last.
The little detective's head shook

out a negative.
"Perhaps you require an incentive,

he sneered. "Is it a matter of a re- -

will take a day or two."
The man took a couple of steps

towards the door, hesitated, and then
returned to his former place.

"I beg your pardon, sir," he began,
addressing Hansom. "Hut I would
rather remain at Mcudon under pres-

ent circumstances."
"What on earth do you mean?'

thundered the manager.
"Well, sir, I was the last to see

Mr. Ford. There is, as it were, a sus-

picion upon me. I should like to
be present while the search continues,
both for his sake and my own."

"Very kind of you, I'm sure,"
growled Ransom. "But you either
do what I tell you, Jackson, or you
pack your boxes and clear out. So
be quick and make up your mind."

"I think you are treating me most
unfairly, sir. But 1 cannot be per-

suaded out of what I know to be my
duty."

"You impertinent rascal!" began
the furious manager. But Peace was
already on his feet with a hand out-

stretched.
"Perhaps, after all, I can make other

arrangements, Mr. Hansom," he said.
"It is natural that Jackson should
consider his own reputation in this
affair. That is all, Jackson; you
may go now."

It was half an hour afterwards,
when the end of breakfast had dis-

persed the party, that I spoke to Peace
about it, offering to go to London
myself and do my best to carry out
his instructions.

"I had bad luck in my call for
volunteers," he said.

"I should have thought they would
have been glad enough to get the
chance of work. They can find no
particular amusement in loafing about
the place all day."

"Doubtless they all had excellent
reasons," he said with a smile. " But
anyway, you cannot be spared, Mr.
Phillips."

"You flatter me."

along wnn ncaven Knows wnai gnosn.y
expectations. I was glad enough to close
my door upon them and see the wooil
fire blazing cheerfully in the open heart h.

I woke with a start that left me sit-

ting up in bed, with my heart thump-
ing in my ribs like a piston-ro- 1 am
not generally a light sleeper, but that
night, even while I snored, my nerves
were active. Some one had tapped at
my door that was my impression.

I listened with the uncertain fear
that comes to the newly waked. Then
I heard it again on the wall near my
head this time. A board creaked.
Some one was groping his way down
the dark corridor without. Presently
he stopped, and a faint line of illu-

mination sprang out under my door. It
winked, and then grew still. He had
lit, a candle.

Assurance came with the streak of
light. What was he doing, groping in

the dark, if he had a candle with him?
I crept over to the door, opened it, and
stared cautiously out.

About a score feet away a man was
utandini? a striking figure against the

Harbord," said the inspector.
He stepped forward and, kneeling

down, examined the nearest footprint.
"Mr. Ford dressed for dinner?" he

inquired, glancing up at the secretary.
"Certainly! Why do you ask?"
" Merely that he had on heavy shoot-

ing boots when he took this evening
stroll. It will be interesting to discov-
er what clothes hj wore."

The inspector walked up to the wall,
moving parallel to the tracks in thy
snow. With a sudden spring he climb-
ed to the top and seated himself while
he stared about him. Then on his
hands and knees he began to crawl
forward along the coning. It was a
quaint spectacle, but the extraordinary
care and vigilance of the little man
took the farce out of it.

Presently he stopped and looked
down at us.

"Please stay where you are," he
said, and disappeared on the further
side.

Harbord offered me a cigarette, and
we waited with due obedience till the
inspector's bullet head again broke the
horizon as he struggled back to his po-

sition on the coping of the wall.
He seemed in a very pleasant tem-

per when he joined us; but he said
nothing of his discoveries, and 1 had
grown too wise to inquire. When we

reached the entrance hall he asked for
Jackson, the valet, and in a couple of

minutes the man appeared. He was a
tall, hatchet-face- d fellow, very neatly
dressed in black. He made a little

w.'trd?
'tiii Mr Hansom: but it is becom- -

. . .....
light he carried. His back was to- - ing one of my personal reputation,
wards me, but I could sec that his "Then, by thunder! you are in

hand was shading the candle from his danger of losing it. Why don t you

eves while he stared into the shadows and your friend hustle, instead of

that clung about the further end of loitering around as if you were paid

the corridor. by the day? I tell you, man, there arc

Presently he began to move torward. thousands nunnrens oi mounanur,

The picture gallery and the body of melting, slipping through your fingers,

th house lav behind me. The corn every nuui, cvc.j
He sprang from his seat and started

his walk again up and down, up
and down, as we had first seen but.

dor in which he stood terminated in a
window, set deep into the stone of the
old walls. The man walked slowly,

I want you to stay in your bed- -
Shall you be returning to i,omion

a k nMtmn IK. mArincer halted room. Write rcail, do what you nice,bow, and then stood watching us in a throwing the light to right ana icit.

moit respectful attitude. His attitude was of nervous expecta- -

this. Jackson." tion that of a man who looked for
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into the insnector's bland countenancesomething that he feared to see.said Addington Peace
passes UOWI1 tile coinooi, nee ninn
lie goes, only don't let him know that
you arc watching him if you can help
it. I will take my turn at half-pa- st

one. I don't mean to starve you."
I obeyed. After all, it was, in

a manner, promotion that the in-

spector had given me; yet it was a
tedious, anxious time. No one came

"No," he said; "I shall stay here,
Mr. Addington Peace, until such time
as you have something definite to
tell me."

"I have an inquiry to make which
I would rather place in the hands of

some one who has personal knowledge
of Mr. Ford. Neither Mr. Harbord
nor yourself desire to leave Mcudon.
Is there anyone else you can sug-

gest?"
"There is Jackson Ford's valet,"

said the manager, after a moment's
thnuirht. "He can go, if you think

At the window he stopped, staring
about him and listening. He examined
the fastenings, and then tried a door
on his right. It was locked against
him. As he did so I caught his pro-

file against the light. It was Harbord,
the secretary. From where I stood he
was not more than forty feet away.
There was no possibility of a mistake.

As he turned to come back I retreat-
ed into my room, closed the door. The
fellow was in a state of great agita-

tion, and I could hear him muttering
to himself as he walked. When he had

mv wav. barring a house

, " 1 as. sir.
"And what is your opinion of it?"
"To be frank, sir, I thought at first

that, Mr. Ford had run away; but now
I don't know what to make of it."

"And why should he run away?"
"I have no idea sir; but he seemed

to me rather strange in his manner
yesterday. "

"Have you been with him long?'
"No, sir. I was valet to the Hon.

John Dorn, Lord Beverley's second
son. Mr. Ford took me from Mr.
Dorn at the time he rented the hall."

"I see. And now, will you show me

your master's room. I shall sec you
again later, Mr. Harbord," he con-

tinued; "in the meanwhile I will leave

passed by I peeped out to sec him and him bright. enougn. in senu lor
his light dwindle, reach tnc corner ny him."
the picture gallery, and fade into a re-

flection a darkness.
I took are to turn the key betore 1

We sat and smoked in the secretary's got back into bed

maiu. 1 tried to a gue out, uic case,
but the deeper I g ,t the more con-
flicting grew my theories. 1 was never
more glad to see a friendly face than
when the little man came in upon
me.

The short winter's afternoon crept
on, the inspector and I taking turn and
turn about in our sentry duty. Dinner
time came and went. 1 had been off
duty from nine, but at ten-thir- ty I
poured out a whisky and soda and went
back to join him. He was sitting
in the middle of the room smoking
a pipe in great apparent satisfaction.

"Bedtime, isn't it?" I grumbled,
sniffing at his strong tobacco.

"Oh, no," he said. "The fact is,
we are going to sit, up all night."

I threw myself on a couch by the
window without reply. Perhaps I
was not in the best of tempers; cer-

tainly I did not feel so.

I woke attain at seven, and hurryroom, tie was not mucn oi a laiivei,

While the footman who answered
the bell was gone upon his errand, we
waited in an uneasy silence. There
was the shadow of an ugly mystery
upon us all. Jackson, as he entered,
was the only one who seemed at his
ease. He stood there a tall figure
of all the respectabilities.

"The inspector here wishes you to
go to London, Jackson," said the
manager. "He will explain the de-

tails. There is a fast train from
Camdon at eleven."

ing on my clothes, set, off to tell Peace
all about it. I took him to the place,
and together we examined the corri-

dor. There were only two rooms be-

yond mine. The one on the left was
an unoccupied bedroom; that on the
right was a large storeroom, the door
of which was locked. The housekeep-
er kept the key, we learnt upon inquiry.
Whom had Harbord followed? The
problem was beyond me. As for In- -

consuming cigarette after cigarette in

silence. The winter dusk had already
fallen when the inspector joined us,
and we retired to our rooms to prepare
for dinner. I tried a word with Peace
upon the staircase, but he shook his
head and walked on.

The meal dragged itself to an end
somehow, and we left Ransom with a
second decanter of port before him.
Peace slipped away again, and I con- -

Do I return to- -"Certainly, sir.
night?"
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